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Glory to God in the highest, Peace on earth among men in whom He is well pleased,
and the silence between us was sue!
you could hnve heard n pin drop. An'

'lamoiii

GREETINGS to our
Friends and Patrons

Wishing You

A Merry Christmas and Happy New Year

Watch for Specials after January 1, 1920. We have items to

Sell at Money Saving Prices.

Hail to the Voice of America!

There has been so much hlse and

mischievous theory ol government ex.

pounded in this country recently, now

by the mush heads and now by the

violent minded between which there

ii little to choose ihu fear'eM, patrio-

tic and true fxuessioo ol American-

ism such as G .'vcrno 'r A'lc-- has j i

given us comes like a ref ishin and

invigoratiug breeze waf'ed bv tn- - sivru

of Theodore Roosevelt himself. L--

hoar it again:

"Once and for all it roust bi
understood that the powers of the

state now surnmoed into action for

the protection of its people, are

above and beycnd those oi any as-

sociation or oganizttion, whether

of capital or of inividuals."

That's what Americans have been
waiting to hear, and almost have des-

paired of heraing, in the unchecked and

rising chorus that has taken its key

from the pipings of internationalism,

world brotherhood and fatuous idealism

that has supplanted the defiant and un-

compromising note of nationalism and

Americanism in the government al

Washington

The long course of truckling and

ducking to interests and forces that

are not American and can have noth-

ing in common with America or its in-

stitutions, has bore its fruitage. From

a foreign policy that always put

America second it was a consistent and

inevitable result that we should have

a domestic policy that yielded the

sovereignty and the powetrs of gov-

ernment to the encroachments and

claims of arrogant and selfish private

interests.
Never before in the history of this

government have the purposes of gov-

ernment nd democracy been so boldly

and insolently challenged at home and

abroad as they are now being challenged

Americans are being murdered and

robbed abroad and frozen and starved

at home with equal impunity, and by

forces equally destructive of our democ-

racy and the purpose for which it was

established.
Governor Allen's voice is sounding

again the note rarely heard since the

manly and patriotic voice of Theodore

Roosevelt was stilled. He reminds us

again what this government is for and

why it was clothed with the powers it

posesses. The first and highest tunc

tion of government is the protection of

the people from whom governmet

draws its being. Government can tol-

erate no domestic power greater than

its own. The government that does so

is doomed and its people are los'. Is

the power of government the power of

organized society whose agent govern-

ment is supremo in America today?

That is the question Governor Alleu

asks. The response to it ought to be

such that the challenge that has been

sour.diag tmrebuked all over this land

will hush itself,' if not in shame, then

in fear.

Give us back the America of Theo-

dore Roosevelt. Give us back our

nationalism and leli respect. Give us

a foreign policy that tells sloppy aud

lickly sentimental internationalism to

go to the devil, and a domestic policy

that tells every trouble maker who

doesn't like America the way Ameri-

cans made it to go to Europe or to ht 11

as he may choose. Kansas City Star.

Celery

Cranberries

Cabbage

Fresh Oysters

Lemons

In tluit silence the front bell penle
through the house.

Mrs. Delnrlo's hands flew to her be
son) ns though she had been shot

"My Oofl it'B come!" sho gaspec
and the color left her face.

CHAPTER IV.

The Wicked Flee.
I confess I was frightened when

thought of the diamonds nnd only tw
women alone In the house nppni
ently to guard them, but Mrs. Dela
rlo wns terrified.

"These stones" she looked nbou
the room despairingly. "Where enn
hide them? And we two women nlom
In the house "

Again the ringa long, long rattle
whoever It was meant to get in. Fol
lowed n pounding on the door.

Mrs. Delarlo, though deathly white
wns now composed and ready to nice
the emergency, whatever It wus. Me
cbanicnlly she slipped tho elastic ove
the box and rose.

"I'll go to the door," she decided
"It's better to see who It Is, anyway
Perhaps it's only a district messenger
If It Isn't If it should he ofilcer- s-
they might break In the door."

And with that she whisked up he:
skirt nnd tucked the box down Into be
stocking.

I hnd risen and wns preparing t
follow ber out, feeling she might neec
me, but she turned and snld for m
to wnlt behind the door out of sigh
and listen.

She left me. I heard the front dfioi
open Just as the pounding began again
She nsked, "Whnt Is It?" nnd a ninn'i
voice answered, "Does Eugene Pelnrli
live here?" She said he did, and de
manded what was wanted of hint, Thi
man's voice snld, "I must see htm a
once."

And then, to my amazement, I heart
her tell the mnn, "I'm sorry, hut yot
enn't tonight; he's sick In bed."

I rather think I can see blin, then,'
was the retort. "And I will."

There followed, well, not quite I

scuttle but a very active shuflling o:

feet, nnd the mnn pushed his wny lnt
the house in spite of her, pushing hei
aside from the door, which he shu'
with a bang nnd a "Now, then," Sen
sntlons began to trickle down mj
spine,

"In which room Is the young mot
sickir demanded ihe voice.

"I tell you ycti can't see him I re
fuse to let you go upstairs. Wha
right have you forcing yourself Inn
my house this way and demnudlng t
see my sick son?" sho asked angrily.

"Now, Indy, be reasonable und I'l
show you," he replied In a tone mean
to conciliate. I heard a rattle of pa
per.

"A warrant 1" she gasped.
"That's whnt," he snld. "Want tt

see my badge?" There was a sllgh
rustle ns I assumed he showed It t
her, for she gasped, "An ofilcer a war
rant!" and seemed to sway on th
stair.

"Now, Indy," he began, still conclll
atlng, "you don't want to make an;
more trouble for yourself than s nec
essnry. I got to do my duty nnd I

ain't always pleasant but I got to di

It. It ain't my fault If I got to nrres
your son I nln't doing It to spite you
nor him he didn't steal any diamond
off me, you know "

"Steal any diamonds!" she Intel
rupted. "He never stole a diamond li

his life. Never I"

I fancied the mnn shrugging ns h
answered, "So much the better for bin
If he didn't steal them I'm suro
hope for your soke he didn't, thougl

It looks bad, him trying to sell then
to the very parties that knew all nbou
them."

"Ohl" and I could sec her cllngln(
ta the banister. She was evidently a

a toss what to do.

I understood in a flash what hn
happened this mnn or an nccompllc
wns the one who hnd followed her soi

home from the Maiden lane denier'
yesterday. He evidently thought h
was mnklng headway, for he went or

"Now see here, Indy, you tnke t

from me the parties that nre press
ing this ense don't care for publlcit
any more than you do or your so
does. It would ruin him If It got lnt
the papers, to sny nothing of his sen
ing time for It"

"Serving time! My Oodl" brok
from her involuntarily.

"Of course he'll serve time if It'
proved on htra," her visitor assure
her.

She gave a sob. I was wrought ti

It was all I could do to keep my pine
and not Join her and help defy th
mnn; but his next words held me Hi

tenlng. ,

"If he'll give back the stonesV. .i
shewed yesterday, or tell where he'
hid them, I can get this settled out 0

court and nobody will be the wiser I

you don't say anything. See?"
"It Isn't true!" she cried.. "My so

never stole a cent's worth of anythln
in his life."

"Here's the warrant"
"Arrest him If you will, but tho la"

will prove hlra Innocent If there's la1

In the land, and I scmetlmes doubt It

(To Be Continued)
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ua tne steamer, for Instance, sS"
had twice caught Claire turning over
things In her Mrs. Delnrlo's suit-
case. Claire excused It once by say-
ing she'd accidentally put some of her
own toilet articles In It by mistake
while she "wns too sick to notice."
But whnt finally brought ufoout the
crisis was this: A sitter hud given
Mrs. Delarlo a r bill in pay
ment for a reading, and she hud gone
hastily to her room for change, and
returning had left nor bedroom door
ajar and a quantity of bills lying on
tho bureau which Rhe hadn't stopped to
put back Into her purse. The moment
sho had shown the sitter out she went
back to replace her purse and found
Claire In her room. Clnlre wns In the
act of closing the wardrobe door and
said sho was looking for her muff!
Aud why her muff In Mrs. Delnrlo's
wardrobe?

"But did she steal any money?" I
demanded, almost In fear of the reply.

Mrs. Delatio took some time to an
swer, and tMs Is what she said : "You
know I'm so fond of the child I'd
rather think I made a mistake than
that she robbed me. I had two five-doll- ar

bills a lot of twos and ones and
seveval tens nnd what I think I did
wns to tnke a five and a two seven
dollars and rush downstairs. But
what I might have done was taken the
two fives a five Instead of a two
and give them to the lady. She didn't
loot at them. Anyway, the other five
waa gone."

It wns this sort of thing about her
that .made me like Mrs. Delarlo so
much her willingness to excuse and
to wait for final proofs of people's de-

linquencies. She hadn't even men-

tioned her suspicion to Clnlre; at the
snmo time the Incident decided her
that she could on no account keep the
child longer In the house, the worry
of looking after her was too great, and
she hnd told Clnlre this nnd that If her
father didn't arrive by Monday Clnlre
would have to go to a boarding school
for safekeeping till he did. Monsieur
le pere opportunely arrived next
morning and took Clnlre away. That
wns Thursday the day before she
called on me and Clnlre had been
with Mrs. Delarlo just since Monday.

Very naturally, then, In all the story
I never once thought of the slipper and
that Mrs. Delarlo might be suspecting
Claire of taking It also. But having,
so to speak, settled Clnlre In saying
thnt she hnd left on Thursday after-
noon, Mrs. Delarlo quickly switched
the conversation ou the real subject of
my visit. She Introduced It by saying
that Llla who was still In a boarding
school near Philadelphia was break
ing down and might have to be gent
abroad for treatment she seemed to
be developing spinal trouble, though,
the doctors here really didn't seem to
know what ailed the child;' and then,

the sentence I clearly remember was,
"I'm rery greatly In need of money."

I fear I must have drawn hack sud
denly T actually thought she wns try
ing to borrow of me for she smiled
and answered my unspoken words: "I
don't mean I want to borrow anything.
I hate some property I want to dis
pose of. I want to sell some rubles."

"why, Mrs. Delnrlo, rm not a
dealer," I replied quickly.

"I know you're not that's why I
thought yon could help me better than
anyone else. The stones were left me
by a great-uncl- e In France, and I may
as well confess ft now they came In
duty free"

"Smuggled !" I Interjected.
"Well, a friend brought them over

and they weren't found when the bng-jrrfg- e

was examined. But don't you see
that was why I could sell them at a
bargain?"

"I don't know anybody who deals In

smuggled gems."
"Of course but you needn't tell

that vou don't actnnlly knnw how
they got In you nre selling them for
a friend. It's because yon don't know
thnt thnt yon can sell them better
than I can. At lenst you wouldn t mind
looking at the stones and telling me

what they're worth so 111 have some
thing to go on? I haven't an Idea how
valuable they are."

"Tnke them to Tiffany's." I sug-

gested.
"I'm afraid to take them anywhere,

to tell you the truth. Eugene took
them to a place on Maiden lane es--

tpfdnv and the neon e acted so oueerly,
Eugene he's' very psychic got the
Impression that they were going to ac-

cuse him of smuggling them or some-

thing of the kind stealing the rubles,
perhaps from them and he put them
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"HUMES!" I must have simply
shouted the word nt her.

"And aren't they rubles? Oh. don't
tell me they're only paste!" She
looked ready to cry with disappoint-
ment nnd mortification.

'TASTE 1" I know I yelled that
word so the walls echoed. "Why.
woman, they're DIAMONDS I blood-re-

diamonds the most vnluable atone
In the world."

She clasped her hands about my arm
and gave out a long "O-o-o- Then

I raised the lid. I gave one look
nt the contents, emptied out the stones
Into my hand and nearly fell off my

chair!
THE STOXES I HELD WERE

BLOOD-KE- DIAMONDS! And there
were seven of them a stone you don't
e" one of In a year, perhnps. Why,

I didn't know there were such stones
In the henvens or the earth or the
waters under the earth I Seven blood-re- d

diamonds, absolutely flawless, first-wat-

gems, and perfectly matched to
the last facet, the last gleam and
twinkle In their radiant depths.

I held them, almost frightened, and
renlly didn't hear whnt she wns saying
till she remarked something about
their being matched.
, Mntched ! Well, they were matched
this way: If an absolutely perfect

mind with an absolutely per-

fect mechanical tool, working on abso-
lutely perfect suhstnnce can be

the mind nnd the tool, work-

ing without variation, might have pro-

duced those seven stones. Yes I
should sny they were matched!

"I remember you told me once," she
was prnttllng, "that the larger the
stones the more' Individual they be-

came nnd the harder they were to
match. If they were worth five thou-

sand dollars apiece couldn't I get
sny forty thousand dollars for the
seven?"

"Forty thousand dollars 1" I gasped,
j looking at her now for the first time

since la iookco at tne stones.
An expression of disappointment

crossed her face, and of chagrin too,
i at having committed herself before

an expert as she kindly regarded me.
"Couldn't I get as much at twenty

thousand for them, don't you think?"
she faltered. "Aren't rubies that aire
wcrth even that" .

he was followed, bi;t he couldn't make
sure. Don't you see how easy It

would be for nnyone to accuse a lone
woman of theft"

"But how would they prove any-

thing?" I Interrupted. "If tho stones
are yours"

She stopped me with n bitter lnugh
"Can't you see that the mere piibllt
accusation that I'd stolon Jewels would
ruin me professionally? It would put
me Instantly nnder suspicion of fraud
In all my dealings. Oh, you don't
know; you haven't a conception of
what this life mennn," she went nn n

little wildly. "You don't know the
struggle Just to make one's dally
bread. A lawsuit would ruin me finan-

cially I have no money to hire a law-

yer to defend me."
I felt myself give In to ler then, as

a friend. Yes, I'd help her In every
reasonable wny.

SYou mustn't labor under any false
Impressions about me," she went on.
"I have a little property not enough

to support two people and whnt I
earn. 1 live here rent free they pay
the rent the circle thnt meets here
twice a week. I have the house much
as a minister has his pnrsonnge. it
there were ever any scandal if they
fumed me nut from here I'd be prac-
tically penniless. I couldn't make a
fresh start with that hanging over me.
And then my son J"

I said, "Well, get the stones and I'll
look at them If yon care to have me
do that."

She left me with a grateful smile,

but returned so quickly tljnt I rather
guessed she had the stones on her

Pron. It wns a dingy little rnste-bonr- d

box she'd come back with, fas-

tened with a common little elastic.
She slipped the elastic and pined the
box in my band. .

they're worth forty thousand dollars
at the very least I"

"Mrs. Delarlo." I said soberly, "I

can give you only a rough estimate, for
those stones nre far beyond my range,

but In my honest opinion they are
worth at least a million dollars."
.Silence fell on us-- my words hnd

sort of stunned us both; for until I
had snoken them aloud the full mean

ing of the diamonds hndq't come home

to me, and that I sat there, casually
holdlns a million dollars in my nana
It all at once seemed a solemn tblng
to he do na-- an mraense responsimi
Ity. I dropped them back In their box,

nut the lid on and handed them to Iter,

Her own first words showed the
timid woman. "And I've all this right
horn in the house with me I"

I felt sorry for her. I was glad 1

didn't have them In the house witu
me. I saw her apprehension when

ber eyes roved over the room as If for
a possible hiding place. When her
eyes returned to the box she muttered
under her breath. "A million dollars I

And I asked only a little for LUa's

sake. What confidence they must have
had In me! A million dollars I" She

hsJ evidently taken my word with Im

pllclt trust thnt I was right, though I
was almost doubting It myself. My
tboughti were chasing one another,

A SCHOLAR'S PROTEST.

"Ah! A ftomeo and his Juliet.' re-

marked Mr! Dubweite, as a loving
pair strolled past. -

, .

"My dear sir," snld Professor Dicers.

"I have a Brent ndmlrntlon for Itomeo
and Juliet as portrayed by the Im-

mortal Shakespeare. Apply the names
of those graceful and romantic figures
to a bow-legge- d young man In a 'wist
line' coat and a calclmlned young
woman wearing a hobble skirt does
great violence to my feelings."

Gains the Rounds.
"That now nursemaid of Mrs. Styles

Meins a very obliging girl," said the
Indv In the satin lirmtier.

"What make you say so?" asked net
fr end In thp iiumle elncham.

"Well, restertf.iy moraine I snw her
out with Mrs. Styles' I any. In the
afternoon with Mrs. Styles' dog, nnd
In the evening with Mrs. Style a hu
pgQq. Lonoon Answers.


